BY AIR TO TIBET

substance for support. Standing with head bare, drunk
with the wind that tossed my hair and ran over my skin
beneath a fluttering shirt, I travelled as sovereign of
the universe, a solar emperor.

As'Missolonghi approached, I descended from my
perch to the space intervening between the cabin and
the cockpit, where the wireless operator sits. Here was
a porthole from which, at a whistle from Stocks, I
achieved a successful picture, taking care to keep the
bellows of the camera out of the line of the wind. The
wireless operator, who assisted, was Mr. Stone, familiarly
known as " Sparks,95 whose personality kept me happy
during the whole voyage. His round eyes and small
piscine mouth suggested some ever-present outrage,
until, at short intervals, the whole face would expand
into a coil of smiles as ripples spread over disturbed
water. The face is a sad memory, for Stone, with
Pembroke the engineer, was drowned when the City of
Rome sank with four passengers just outside Genoa in
the following October.

At length we reached the Gulf of Corinth, flying close
round the great obelisk of a mountain which stands at
its entrance, and which, for those on shipboard, is the
first real view of Greece. There lay Patras, spattered
white over the opposing shore ; there Lepanto, a brown
village beneath us ; there, across the peacock water,
the S.P.A.P. railway running along the coast. In an
hour we were over Corinth. The same trains were in
the station ; the same restaurant where I have eaten
so many odd things on so many odd journeys ; the
same slag-heaps whence I had paddled on my second
day in Greece. The Gulf curved round to meet itself,
to end, but for that diminutive incision which leads to
the Aegean. Along me Canal and over its bridge we
flew, while a toy train puffed laboriously across it, and
a still more farcical boat crawled stealthily along the
bottom of the reft. At length, as we rounded Salamis,